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Thank you, HW Longfellow. 


When | get a creative spark, | can spend hours inside the studio. I'll go from the couch with an acoustic in my 
lap, to the drum kit, to David's bass guitar, back to the couch to write a random lyric. To the tape machine to 
record something. By the time | remember to look up, it could be hours later. Today was one of those days. 
David popped in a time or two, he'd leave me a coffee and a cookie. I'd pay him in hugs and kisses. I'd beg him 
to stay and work with me. Sometimes he stayed for a little while, listening, offering his expert opinion. Today 
was not one of those days. | think he was happy to have me out of his hair for a while. 


| called it a day around 6:30 and noticed, as | locked up, that it was raining very hard. Had it been dark and 
dreary all day? Slowly, | climbed the stairs up to the loft, trying to stretch my neck and my shoulders out 


from sitting, hunched over an instrument all day. 


It was quiet and dark in the loft. Shelby met me at the door with a note taped to her collar. ‘Meet me in the 


shower. She's been out! 

Oh. | liked the sound of that. Normally, l'd run into the bathroom, stripping off (and tripping) as | went. But | 
was tired. I'll be honest. So | slowly made my way into the bedroom, kicking off my shoes and pulling my t- 
shirt over my head. 

"David?" 

"Hurry up, Grohl” 

Damn, | loved hearing my last name in his voice. | grinned as | reached the bathroom doorway. That beautiful 
man that | called mine was standing in the middle of the bathroom, naked as the day he was born. His eyes 
were shining and he wore a big, toothy smile. David's arms were crossed over his chest and his strong legs 
were slightly spread. 

"Care to take a shower with me and listen to the rain come down on the roof?" 

"Hell, yeah." | nodded, drinking in his incredible body. 

He huffed and dropped his gaze. "You've seen this thousands of times. Why do you still look at me like that?" 


| looked at his face. A gorgeous flush of crimson flooded his cheeks, his long lashes fluttering against them. 


"I look at you like this because you're the most incredible thing I've ever seen" | told him as my fingers 


worked the buckled of my belt. 


Without warning, those eyes flicked back up to look at me, no longer were they shining. They were darkened 
with lust. 


"Will you still look at me like that in ten years?" 

ms 

"Twenty?" 

"Assuming you haven't gotten tired of me by then, yes 

"Can't get tired of that" He said with another smile. 

In the shower, | tried to get handsy with him. He fought me off, only allowing me to wash his hair and bathe 
his back and chest. Anything below the belt was off limits. | whined and pouted. He washed my hair and 


scrubbed my back. That made me close my eyes and moan. | even had my hands batted away when | tried to 


touch myself. 


David toweled me off and dressed me in pajama pants and slippers. | didn't get a shirt for he claimed to love 
looking at my naked chest. So | claimed the same thing and made him go shirtless, too. He tried to slip away 
from me but | caught him with an arm around his waist and pulled him into a tight hug. My hands wandered 
up and down his back, fingers riding over the raised and hardened scars. We stood under one of the skylights 
in the loft, listening to the rain beat against it. After a moment, his head found my shoulder. 

"Could stand here with you like this forever." 

| grinned and tightened my arms around him as | shifted my body. How could | possibly ruin this for him? 


But he knew me well enough by now. David laughed softly and shook his head as he pulled back and looked down, 


between our bodies. 

"Really, Grohl? Come on" 

| can't help it" | pouted. 

"Try" He told me before he turned toward the kitchen. "Hungry?" 

"Always." 

He gave me a look "For food" 

"Always." | repeated with a tiny grin. 

"Help me." 

Following him into the kitchen, | reached to flick on the radio when my hand was, again, batted away. 
"Listen to the rain" He told me. 


As he sauteed some vegetables in oil and garlic and | boiled pasta (| get the hard jobs), the rain picked up and 


a few rumbles of thunder were heard off in the distance. 

"Getting closer." David mumbled as he turned his attention to the junk drawer. 

David pulled out a few candles and a lighter. Then he went off in search of the emergency lanterns he kept. 
"There are more candles in the bedroom" | offered, grinning to myself as | gave the pasta a stir. 


If something ever happens to the shop and it goes under, David could definitely get another job as a 


weatherman. It's uncanny. He claims its from his upbringing on the farm but the man has a sixth sense 


sometimes. The power went out about five minutes after he started gathering supplies. 
"You planned this" | said as we sat down to a candlelight dinner. 

"You think so? Do | really need to plan something like this for you?" 

‘What's that supposed to mean?" 

"It means here's all | have to do to seduce you. Ready? Pay attention, it's quick" 

| rolled my eyes. 

“Hey, Dave, wanna fuck? There. That's it! 


| knew he was trying to be cute. | knew he meant no harm but it still stung a little. | gave a weak smile and 


dug into my food. 

"What? What's the matter? It's true, isn't it?" 

"No." 

"No?!" He laughed now. 

"No." | insisted 

"You are so full of shit, Grohl." 

"Can we just eat?" | snapped at him. 

"Hey." He slid a hand across the table and touched my wrist. “I'm sorry. What's going on?" 
"lim not that fucking easy." | grumbled under my breath. 

‘No, sweetie, you are." 

| tried to pull away from him but his fingers wrapped tightly around my arm. 

| don't mean it in a bad way, though. It's amazing. lt makes me feel so good that you want me that much." 
"Then why are you making fun of me about it?" 


"| was just teasing. l'm sorry." 


"David, nobody else in my life, in my entire life, has made me feel as good as you do. So | find you incredibly 
sexy. So | want to be close to you. Where's the fucking crime here? | love you, okay? | just really love you." | 
could feel my throat tightening and my eyes filling with tears. 

"Oh. Oh, Dave. I'm sorry." | could hear the sadness in his voice and that made me feel even worse. 

"IFs okay. I'm sorry." | tried to wave him off, tried to act like it wasn't a big deal. Feigning a smile, | went on. "I 
guess sometimes | can get a little carried away. But, if it makes you feel any better, | do that with almost 
everything | love. Remember, | went to the ER because | drank too much coffee." 

Carrying lanterns around, we cleaned up the kitchen as best as we could in the dark. After, David pulled out 
blankets and pillows and piled them under one of the skylights. After placing candles around the nest, we 
climbed in and laid flat on our backs, listening to the rain and thunder. | sought out his hand and weaved my 
fingers through his. 

"You don't really think | just always want to fuck you, do you?" 

"No." 

"Good." 

‘Sometimes, you want me to fuck you." 

| yanked my hand free and stood up. "Fuck, David!" 

‘lm sorry." He giggled. Actually fucking giggled. 


"Fuck youl" | snapped. 


| started to storm off into the bedroom when | tripped against one of the lanterns and kicked it across the 


room. 
"SHIT!" | howled. 

"Dave! For fuck's sake, would you settle down?" 

"No! No, goddamn it! I'm fucking tired of this! I'm tired of always feeling guilty! I'm tired of you making me feel 
like a fucking pervert just because l'm in love with you and | want to go to bed with you. You are my goddamn 
lover, after all! What? Do you want me to never want you?" 


"Oh, shut the fuck up." He murmured as his arms slipped around my shoulders and pulled me down 


In the dark, he found my mouth and kissed it deeply, taking my breath away. My toe was throbbing in pain but 


| ignored it, allowing David to pull me back into that nest. He laid down on his back and pulled me on top of him. 
"You're not a pervert" He finally said. 


"Don't make me feel like one." | pouted as | hovered over him, gazing into his eyes. | gently swept his hair away 


from his face. 
The thunder and lightning above us were relentless that night. And it seemed as though it had stirred up a 
storm between David and me. Even though my heart ached and my feelings were bruised, | kissed David like it 


was the last kiss we'd share and | realized something about our life. 


Into each life, some rain must fall. 


